KWANTUNG   MESSAGE                207

dissolved into each other till one became outlined,,
clear, remained: that woman in Canton.

The Governor of Canton had decided to betray
him. Soldiers crept uphill to the temple in which Sun
Yat Sen had established his headquarters. They
wanted to capture and kill him. In the city the battle,
was fierce. A soldier escaped to warn him. He had
to flee if he wanted to save himself for the revolution.
And he had to flee alone. He said goodbye to his wife,.
His heart ached when he looked in her beautiful face,
her clear eyes. She remained behind like a sacrifice..
But she smiled.

A few loyal soldiers guarded the temple; they
silently took their posts at the machine-guns. He
remembered a thirteen year old drummer boy from
Amoy. His head was shaven, his face round and
childish. With smiling eyes he looked after Sun Yat,
Sen as he sneaked away.

Befone the enemy soldiers reached the temple, the
others opened fire. Sun Yat Sen's wife gave the order to
prevent an early discovery of Sun Yat Sen's flight. The
soldiers on the hill slope hesitated; they didn't know
how strong the defenders of the temple were. The
officers drove them forward. With difficulties the
soldiers were able to take the top of the hill from which
they could fire at the temple itself.

Everything his wife had later told him of that
episode, lived through.

One after the other, the soldiers defending the
temple fell. The last to be killed was the drummer
boy from Amoy. His haixd still rested on the machine-
gun, his thick lips smiled; blood drizzled over them.

Only a single soldier was still alive.   With him